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The Chara&ter ofa Draxkard. By S. P. 
ras 7E Drunkard is a Veflel weakly mand, 

_ That’s wrack’d and caft away upon dry 

(Land ; 

A moving Hogfhead cover’d with a Skull, 
That’s always filling, yet is never tull; 
That pays fini Homage to an \dol Cann, 
And daily reprefents toc Fail of Man. 
Is foolifh yet of great Capacity, 
And drinks ky Meafare tho” Immeafurably ; 
Still utters moft when be can {carcely {peak, 
And is by too much Strength, oft render’d Weak, 





On 7 imothy Pepper, A Gardiner. 
OOR Pepper bad a4 Vixin to les Wife, 

Whofe Tongue and Hands wou'd oft create a 
(Strife ; 

But once, above the reft, She mauld poor Tim, 
Till be voar'd out fo loud, he brought the Neigb- 
( bours i, 
Who ask’da what aild his Wife ? Quoth be, who 
(knows, 


: Unlefs fhe bas ta’en Pepper at the Nofe ? 


No, no, reply bis Wife, 1 think ’tis mect, 
For Pepper ne'er ts good unle{s well beat. 


By 8. P. 





To Celizaa. 
%, 
Rithee, fend me back my Heart, 
Since \ can’t purchace Thine : 
For if from yours you will not part, 
Why {how'd you hope for Adine 2 
2. 


Why mujt two Hearts in one Breaft lie, 
“And yet not lodge together ? 

Love ! Where is thy Sympathy ? 

Jobat thus our Hearts do fever. 

3° 

't now I think on’t, let it lie, 

To fend i$ were in vam: 

ou bajt a Vhiet ia either Eye, 

Wou'd steal st back agai, 





On the great Mode of Saf taking. 
HAT firange allurcments baft thou got, 

7 bow Intecloper to our Snot ? 

Without 7 hee there’s no Man of Mode, 

And with Thee all are in that road, 

Tbe Gentleman bedaubs bis Snout 

With Tice, + th’ infide and without ; 

The Footman too with’s Plazue and Pox, 

At ev'ry Oath mujt ope his Box, 


And’s mangy Thumb and Finger thruft 

To pinch from thence a Shoal of Duft ; 
Then fmears bis Nofe and Stale-beer Beard, 
So juftles in ’mongft Modith Herd. 

Your Prentice Prigg without bis Snuff, 
Thefe Snivly times, can’t Swear and Hyff. 
Fops always make their firft Addrejfes, 
With open Snuff-Box to their Miffes ; 
Knowing ’t has pow’r of commanding 

A Woman’s fhallow Under ftanding 3 

Vi/ho Las no hopes of getting loofe, 

Secing they've got her by the Nofe 5 

1 hen they proceed jujt as they pleafe, 

Till they've fo worn ber by degrees, 

That all her Joynts are grown fo limber, 
They’ Shut and Open with a Finger. 

- 1 don’t much wonder we Male Louts 
Show d into Duft-Holes turn our Snouts 5 
But that the Ladys {howd admire 
The Son, yet bate the nobler Sire ! 

Who knows ? Ere long for fafhion fake, 

They may, perbaps, Tobacco take, 

For a QUID, they fay’s, for Mouth or Bum fit, 
As an Amber Plumb or Violet Comfit. 


a “falza ttriking me with a Sxow-Ball, 
E’ng ftruck by Julia with a Ball of Snow, 
Each Pulfe beat quick, and ev'ry Vein did 
(glow - 
Than Snow, what’s Colder ? Yet it cou'd inflame, 
When from my Julia’s pow’rful Hand it came. 
LVbat cannot Beauty do? whofe Charms we fee 
Make Difcord ceafe, and Elements agree ; 
Cause Cold to bring forth Heat, and inftanily 
Make Fire and Water 1 Conjunction lie. 
Tet Snow, which raisd, cant cauje my Flames 
Ct expire, 
Julia alone muft do’t with Equal Fire. 
The Qaak?ys Complaint. 
"Ts Quakers to the Senators Complain 
_ That they are fu'd for Parfons Dues, 
Oily ’caufe Payment they refuse, 
And fay tt’s bard they {howd the Church maintain. 
Pray they may be Exempt from Law, 
As they're from Contcience free ; 
Then they'll not value us a Straw, 
Nor our Pofterity. 











An Epitaph on Fohnr Care, 


Ere lies John Care, who Carelefs was of Death, 
Death faw bim carele/s and fo {tole bis Breath; 
Fuith "twas a Roguifh Trick! But fince be’s Dead, 
Q teat with bim all Care was buried, 


The 
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Thic Perfect Enjoyment 


~ » OW Soar , 


my Mufe 4 on t! 'y Stin! lamic ft 


IN ( Y/ Hk 

And full of Heav'nly Infpiration f2 fing. 

Now, my Thatia, raife thy bolder vorce, 

Make Fields and "Floods, and Echving Hills re- 
(_ jopee. 


Ye Swains and Ny mphsz ye W oods and Wilds 
( draw near, 
And vavifwd Earth with “glad attention bear. 
Now fhall my Verfe ber fweeteft numbers boaft, 
Aly Mule fhall Sing of what fhall pleafe you moft. 
No Conqu’ rer comes in Triumph from a far, 
Big with the Plunder of fuccefsful War, 
No new made Emyp’rour palfes thra’ the Croua 
While every Tongue proclaims ! bis Name aloud 1c 
And Shouting Throngs fals ite bim as aGod. =O 
But more, far more than Kings from Crowns re- 
“ cetve, 
fore than the Pomp of Profpvous War can give ; 
More perfcd Blifs and purer Foys are found 
More Exta/ics in one Dear Night abound, 
When Ravifi'd Lovers bave their W ifhes 
( Crown “5 
That’s now the Grateful Theme, and vaft delight 
Infpires me, While Lpaint the cuarming Night. 
Vm rais’d beyond what eer Treach d before, 
And fear the warmth and fury as | Soar ; 
Nought but the like Fruition can give more, 
Guide th oumy Pencil, Love, my lines command - 
Let ev'ry Stroak declare a Mafter’s Hand : 
Fill me with hopes to favour 4 Defign : 
The Pleafures that | paint will once be maine 
Who now muft fet for fo divine a Piece ? 
What Celebrated Paiy of Rome or Greece ? 
Young Paris, and the charming ellen prove 
The Noblefi inftance of the Nobleft Love 
iVo Beauty ever equall’d bers, no Blils 
Was ever rass'd to fuch a height as brs, 
When down the Skies the Sun Lis Chariot drove, 
With all th’ \mpatience of a God im Love, 
Alone [he comes, for promisd Blifs prepar'd: 
Wo Maid to wart, no Bufte Slave to guard; 
Loofe were her flowing Robes, all looje ber Hair, 
Her Atms extended, and ber Bofom bare. 
A Pace fhe {prings, "and bounds at every tread, 
And leaves no print upon the flow ry Mead, 
Now flies the Breath thick from ber throbbing 
( Breait, 
Whofe Snowy Globes fhoog forward to be pre/t. 
Quick thro’ ber Veins her fhrilling pulfes move 
And ber Heart beats a bola Alarm to Love; 
He fecs ber now, and with the Sight Infpir'd, 
Flis Soul 6 vaisd and all bis blood is fir'd, 
4 ith the fame Flames,the fame defires they move, 
And now encounter in the L ifts of Love. 
Wit! trent lous Rays ber dazling Eye-balis row!, 
dnd with their peantted Glances pierce vis Sou! 
fier tendveft touch, ber melting murmuring Kijs 
Sufi Lips and Swelling Breafts provoke the Bis. 
Her Vh---s ! but there be Sto; t depriv’d of PowT, 
Gazing on what lay there, to "look On More. 








now was left for furtber fright, 
His Thoughts and Fancy rife and reach their 
( height, \ 


If as Ff 7 


AT, 2 At 
dG we 


#ixt om Poffeffion of the Full Delight. 

The Plyant Limbs m various Pofturés pane, 

Their Souls fii! i mingling as their Bodies > join. 

Raging with Bit{s, he runs o'er all ber eins : 

New grafps ber W alt, as clofely now her Arms, | 

tle knows nor where to TOUe. 

But madly ranges I the Fields of | Love. 

Now ok upon her y Bip along Enibracce, 

Now [preads ten theufand kifJes ore ber face. | 
ifi'd witd joys. and almojt pref? to death, 

She flrugales in his <rms, and pants for breath, 

Too pre ie al of bii/s, b ¢ wafi s bts Stare, 

ind Banke upt Nature now muft wal for more, 

Tee N atfe of purling Streams new Life lnfpires ; 

The wif? ring wind infufes new De/ires, 

Luick mitt » vedomb? dvage new Spirits boil, 


’ 


wind the Warm Youth repeats bis pleasing ‘tou 
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Ort 7s the Battle | oft, yet never done, In : 
Defe eatedoft, be comes as often on We 
No Dreams ‘of other Wars difturh ‘bis Soul, re. 
But Love, Almighty Love, engrofs °d it whole, Bas 
All Power, Dominion, Empire lay defpis’d, | “64 
And ought but wha it t he then pojjest Was pr iz? as Ete 
Yet im the fulleft Extajie of Blijs Cer 
fe fees the Ravifh’ d Ny ymph's furpajfing iis ; | fn 
In her glad Cheeks, the Confcious Blujhes rife, 7: 
And laughing Pieafures revel in her Eyes Des 
Bright ave bes Looks farger bey Brealts ave grown , | oe 
Still fwelling higher as he prejs’d them down. Be | 
With panting g Breafts all lan rourlling (he lyes, Ma 
Ally aviyh d fhe receives the ior wing Fays, j Eve 
Triumpbantly furweys ber rif Chai a5, But 
Proud to lie melting in bev Lover's Arms. Pap 
Ubat Pen? What Pencil can deferibe the BULK few: 
J Heal | Aha 
Or Paint the Plecf fur 5 Of a Night deke tus ¢ \ Let ; 
700 great for any Poem to express, | And 
And yet would any Pct wifh them tc/S 2 
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LAG vertifem Cnt. 
LL Gentlemen, Ladies, €c. who have any Ori- 


ginal Copies of Veries, Heroical, Humourous, Gale 


H 





L VU N D O A . 
Psinted for the Author, and Sold by B. Bragg. at the Aaven in Paser-dyter- 


Jant, Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Riddles, Receipts, * Reve 
Songs, Prologues or F pilogues, ec, proper to int se Shall 
in this Paper; are defir’d to fend ’em to Goddaryss iba 
Coffee-Houe in Nen-Street near Fetter-Lave, or to B, or | 
Bragg, the Publifo er, atthe Raven in Pater-Nofier-Reag, This 
and they'll very much oblige the Author, who will T 
faithfully In‘ert em, and carefully Coirett ’em. And 
Lately Publif’d Oft b 

cy vu ited (ty 4 Je 

\ Iicelisnea Sacra, Wol. 2. or, a Curious Colleétion A 
} J of Poems on Divine and Moral Subieéts, being, Difel 
Chiedy Original, and written by the Famous Mr. Nerru The | 
tele Prior, Mr. Yalden, Mr. Baker, the late Lord R os 
common, and feveral other Celebrated Anthourse oar 
Collected by Sam. Philips Gent. late ot St. Fobn’s Col- At le 
lepe Oxon. Printed for, and Sold by 7he. Jo f un, Over Nor | 
againft Grays Jinn in Holbourn, and 5, binge the Pub- Sy wh 
lifher. Price One shilling. And 
This , 
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